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Stopped at a Red Light on the Overpass in the Rain
There's that peeling three-story on the left with a faded skeleton in the front window from Halloween, six months ago.
I arrive in my driveway where the white lilacs just begin to flower and my husband is at the door; he and the children have got the dinner on, the pasta and clams. I'm bent over my notebook, writing with a hard hook toward the highway the long summer road to ocean, where I am.
Singing her singing were not enough and not at all fly bringing the mountain to the house dishrag teabag Showtime and glory she runs circles around the bones of her take a train to the city the city blue chunk of sky slamming at the windows of the apartment buildings she doesn't know what this will mean to the children their faces like she's off on a tear he says it to her often and not enough bringing the house to the mountain dishrag teabag drowning in Story
What will this mean for the rest of us? They said it not enough the children the children are singing their faces like
Scene
Broad shadows sink into the river broken by rectangles of windowed light.
Ducks swim toward deep structures of stacked ice and debris, gulls hang above watching for a different sharpness.
The reflection comes cleara whole set of buildings glistens and wavers. A gull dives after silver.
Trees bend over the windows in water, reach with pithy nubs, clouds cover the sky, a city is gone.
A Mirage in Winter
It's dull and I try to be glad, stretch out on the not sharp edge of it, let my head grow an afghan.
Outside air -a gray swath that steams the window with wool. Thick mittens cover the sill. (a found poem from a dictionary page that includes the word, "heredity")
February, March
You never know; she might scream "Fuck you!" and slam her door or she might text me, "Love you, too," even taking the time to write out the words.
And I find myself saying a lot, "She's just tired," because I don't know what she is. I'll wait for her in the car, the moon full, sharp at its edge -curved knife slicing dark muscle , but murky in the center -a winter pond begun to melt.
At this point, the ground's thrown off the dying snowa mass of sticks and wet dirt murmurs -I feel the taste rise, a small sour sadness like the last barnacles of dirty ice clinging to curbs.
She's broken up with her boyfriend -I drop her off at school and there he is.
"I hate my life," she says. Her knee knocks the ashtray as she gets out, spilling pennies, nickels, dimes.
She seems to flit past him, I can't tell if she says hello as she goes away from us.
I bend, begin to scoop the change.
When He Says He Still Loves You
Try to avoid those morning ladders and ladders of good intentions, when a crescent of white light breaks in at one edge of the shade like undershirt poking through an open fly, those soft-boiled egg ideas, halved on a plate, of maybe he's changed, and I should try harder, for climbing exhausts, and all that you could have done instead piles in the corners eviscerated and lost as the dust.
Red Suede Boots
Red, up-to-the-knee, suede boots, heels quarter-inch thick, four inches long. After yoga class she slipped them on.
In yoga, we step out of conditioned past.
Sa ta na ma; working mind attends to what needs to be done. Thinking mind thinks about something else.
(That time I was at the beach writing in my journal "I just want a glass of wine and sex" and two seconds later this young guy walked up and made a pass at me. No wonder people think the universe is listening to them.) Sa ta na ma; avoid getting caught in thoughts, be where you are, feet on the mat, mouth open. Lion's breath. Sa ta na ma; A room full of people breathing in one nostril and out the other. Soft lights of candles and a gas fire in the stone fireplace. It's dark outside and nineteen degrees.
Balanced on sacra, bend our bodies in half so top and bottom are both forty-five degrees from floor, then sixty degrees. Breathe. For five minutes. Like eight hours of exercise. Like fish jerking their way back to water.
Step out of conditioned past, feet on the mat.
Sa ta na ma; we roll up our mats, hers spills out on the floor in front of me -the beautiful, shining floor. The teacher embraces a lone student squatting.
Sa ta na ma; she pulls the red boots on over tight leggings, steps easily over broken sidewalk. Like that time at the beach -a mixture of horror and joy, the sight of a mountain goat leaping from rock to rock at cliff's edge, a young man with a glass of wine in hand saying, "this is so awkward, but..."
A killer has resurfaced and is after my mother. Dark evergreens cluster at the corners of houses.
Suddenly I want to have sex with my ex. Later, I change my mind and regret not acting faster.
My mother and I are in a room with huge windows of amber leaded glass in the shape of a castle. I think that I once lived here.
My seventeen-year-old daughter appears as a ten-year-old, gives me a hug and says, "Happy Halloween!" I say, "Why are you so little?" My ex says, "It's your Christmas present." She skips away down the stairs; I lean against the wall, weeping.
Who Can Believe?
When you looked at me-I don't remember, but a wish to be broken like an egg yolk, and some days, the orderly rows of the neighbor's red tulips could incite me to murder.
I get through itthe blue waking, the triathlon, the feast, the sleeping dog, the hunkered garage.
And I dream the dreams that are only saying of themselves, Who can believe these dreams will end? Won't there be a place, a field deepening with flower upon purple flower?
Won't there be goldgreen leaves, a forever sky, and you?
Life's Emergency
One day the wind was so strong the seagulls flapping their wings stayed in one spot above the shore.
Despite what EHarmony says, common interests do not create chemistry.
She broke up with her boyfriend and took him back and broke up with him again just like I did with her dad.
You can't find an evolutionary explanation for everything.
I live on Walton Street and I really hate the Waltons but when I was a young girl I was in love with Johnboy.
My little dog hates all dogs that are bigger than him.
The grass is always the grass and is deserving of reverence because it is so.
Are they the same Waltons who own WalMart?
A skateboarder swept back and forth down the street like a beautiful catfish feeding on the sparkling blacktop.
Some patriots tried to mob William Stafford because he was so damn peaceful it was unbearable.
My daughter and I get along much better when we're texting.
There may not really be such a thing as a soul, nor, therefore, as a soul mate.
A huge cat sat one morning on the frozen water in the pool.
Two brothers were shot six blocks from here in another world called the projects.
Beluga whales, seeming to smile at humans through thick glass, make everything better.
There is only one male atheist on Match.com.
Suicide prevention could be a full-time job.
Two trees are dead in front of the house for sale across the street and without even noticing that fact I planted two new ones in front of mine.
Again, this ability to love to live emerges green and urgent.
III
Vignettes (Is this a fitting title?)
I found a dime on the ground and I thought of it falling from a great height like an airplane, its light flat circling against the air, its sure steady drop through the arms of gravity onto this sidewalk where children consider it great good fortune.
(Fortune = luck, fate, or wealth)
What is it to see something to see through something to see the thing you are looking through? Transparency is never.
(Who is speaking?)
The remains of snow lie frozen, sprinkled with filth, like piles of bones. Bare trees look like they're upside down with their roots exposed. I look at this through my car window. I ain't no Robert Frost. Someone should cover this shit up.
(What is the narrator railing against?)
A drunk woman in a British sitcom staggered into a telephone booth, pulled down her knickers and squatted. And I wondered do they still have telephone booths in Britain? (Funny? Self-indulgent?)
What is it to see? (See = to perceive, to view, to recognize, to learn, to visit)
Alchemy
Two things broke -a lightbulb and a coaster: rigor and system -outer world. She drank one beer and acted foolishly: inward search of romantics. Kissed beside the car. Glittering, extravagant snow floats down onto and between houses like radiolaria: external ice, romantic myth. Amidst five-foot stacks of snow, she walks the dog in the street, talks on the cell phone. Outward objective: overcome contradictions of universe. "I thought I really liked him." Every day 38.5 million people act foolishly. Confounded by cavernous snowbanks, the dog pees right on her foot. The artist embraces opposites, married within a vessel: button-down smooth as silica, broken glass. 
Morning Night Future
This Time
In the TV show "Lost," time was a string and folks could go back and see themselves as babies or young women and men. I wish you would come back and find me.
If folks could go back and see themselves (what the fingertips love is the reaching), I would wish you'd come back and find me back and forth in the sun swinging.
What the fingertips love is the reaching more than the actual touch. Back and forth in the sun swinging through to the light and down into night.
More than the actual touch it's being moved somewhere like waves by the moon, through to the light and down into night where memory is at peace with the present.
It's being moved like waves by the moon, allowing a song to sing you, where memory's at peace with the present, there's nothing to shame or undo.
All day we're losing the babies, young women and men, but this time, I've come to find you not lost but here on this string.
IV Initially
It's just awful for instance in the middle of the kitchen burning or the brown ring under the shampoo bottle in the bathroom greasy like lipstick.
For instance, what has happened to me? Am I cured or at a new level of derangement?
But that never happens. The hope is that in the morning.
At 4 in the morning every thought is a decision.
Imagine the stars are new and anxious. When one considers, one places next to stars.
Over a cup of coffee is a good place to consider.
What is art? A mechanic's eye boldly stroked in blue, black, yellow and red. A charcoal cricket -the light on its wings is absence of charcoal.
Steam from cups rises to the ceiling.
Outside the window a starling bounces on a stalk in the emptying garden.
I lose it all -a blanket dissolveheavy china set down on metal tables, the soft fabric of old chairs.
Just coffee or, an everything.
Everything. Everything.
Do Not Enter into Self-Criticism said the guru. On the front porch, I slide a scraper under layers of paint -green beneath white beneath blue. First event.
The neighbor lady -don't you want to love her like a little baby, curl up under her coffee cup, her large flab arm?
Or go to the seashore to attain clarity in times of crisis? Second event.
What are you going to believe about yourself?
Beginning, middle and end -in between there is silence, space between.
She calls her cat, Lily, Lily.
The top layer is the thinnest; it peels like sunburned skin. Third event.
For when you do, you tear your own heart. Stopped at a Red Light on the Overpass in the Rain, Looking Down
All these cars burst from a forest of mist and surge down the highway like cut timber on a rivera matting that could hold us under until we drowned.
Naively, I think I will never drown.
I'll grow sleek fins and a fat buttery tail; I'll take all the water heaven has to offer.
The light turns green, creates a brilliant gouache on the wet road. Slowly, propelled through smoke and steam, we roll forward in the rain, in the world.
